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When nurse Jane Lewis is
transferred to a new department, she's told very little about
the powerful
but unconventional doctor she'll be working under. Dr.
Rowley is certainly good at treating patients, but it's also
rumored he runs a restricted research facility adjoining the
hospital. When Jane decides to discover these secrets for herself,
she has no idea what's in store - or that her naive eagerness might
land her the position of his newest test
subject.









Preview

As I approached, more and more of the room became
visible. Several medical instruments were pushed back near the
windows, partially obscuring the view. The walls were painted in
that same crisp medical white as the rest of the building. A slight
beeping was coming from inside. I drew up against them and peered
in through the gap between two of the machines.

Stifling a gasp, I ducked below the bottom of the
glass and crouched there, my heart hammering in my chest. I had
seen movement. Someone was in there, being very still but whoever
it was had moved. I had seen someone sitting in a chair of some
sort.

Very, very slowly, I rose up to peek through the
bottom of the window. Recognition of what I was seeing worked its
way into my brain and again I had to stifle a gasp, although this
time I did not turn away.

There was a naked woman in the room. She was
beautiful, with sleek red hair and an elegant face.

She was also blind-folded and tied to her chair. Her
pale breasts gleamed in the overhead lights and her face and lips
were flushed. The straps were dark leather and held her in place at
the thigh, ankle, wrist, and throat.


































The Doctor's Dark Secret






My transfer notice came without warning. I'd only
been working in the hospital for three months since getting my
nursing certification and was still learning the ropes, so at first
I assumed I had done something wrong.

"It's not anything like that," my boss Linda assured
me. "Dr. Rowley just filed a request. I only send him the most
promising candidates or I get an earful, believe me." She
shuddered. "He didn't think much of the last girl I sent him. But
you, I think he'll like you. For my sake, at least, try to make it
that way."

"I don't know where this is," I objected, holding up
the little memo paper with the facility number listed on it.

"His practice is in the expansion wing across the
street."

"His practice? I thought his department was part of
the hospital."

Linda shrugged. "It's complicated. Just report over
there and you'll get the situation explained to you well
enough."

I made a face, but tucked the paper into my bag and
headed downstairs and across the street.

The building, number 4410, was one I had never
noticed before. It was set a ways back from the road, fronted by a
rolling lawn and manicured trees that made the whole place feel
more like a country club than a medical facility. I had even
started to wonder if I was at the right place until I came to the
directory listing on the side door. Sure enough, the entire front
wing - all three floors of it - were labeled under Darren Rowley,
M.D., General Practice. Strangely, however, there wasn't a
corresponding listing for the rest of the building, which must have
been at least as large as the front wing. It was left blank. I
assumed they must be doing renovations or something like that, and
didn't pay it any more mind.

Any thought that I was getting transferred for
substandard work immediately left my head as I made my way into the
building. Everything from the way the corridors sparkled bright
white to the mahogany woodwork in the empty front reception desk
proclaimed that this was all very, very high end. Equipment that we
had regularly put in requests for back at my old department in
internal medicine were just sitting in vacant rooms, available to
be used at a moment's notice. Even the air smelled fresher and more
expensive.

My thoughts began to swim back the other way. Was I
ready for this? Was I capable of keeping up at a place like this?
How much more demanding would the doctors be in a place like this,
where everything was impeccable and orderly and obviously held to
the highest standards?

I looked down at my transfer memo and started
looking at the numbers on the walls. The woman I'd be working
directly under would be ... yes, it was this way. I climbed a
flight of stairs and found myself in a small waiting room. A cute
brunette looked at me expectantly from behind a wide, polished
counter.

"Yes, how can we help you?" she asked.

"My name's Jane Lewis," I said. "I was just
transferred here from Internal Medicine. I have an office to report
to." I waved the memo as I approached the desk.

She took the little paper, glanced at it, and then
nodded down the hallway to her left. "Take the second left down
that hall and then it should be about ten doors down on your
right." She put out a hand. "I'm Leigh."

"Thanks," I said, smiling at her and taking her
hand. "It's nice to meet you."

She smiled back as I went on past her in the
direction she had pointed. My footsteps echoed down the long,
polished corridor like it was all some huge musical instrument.

I stopped in front of office 238. The door was
closed, but a light knock produced an immediate answer.

"Come in," a curt woman's voice answered.

I pushed inside to see a blonde woman in a white
nurse's outfit working at a desk. She looked to be in her late 30s,
and had a pen tucked behind one ear.

"Hi, I'm -"

"Ms. Lewis, yes," she agreed, looking up. "Come in,
come in. Welcome."

I moved in off the threshold and took a seat across
the desk. For a moment I looked around nervously as she finished
typing something.

"Linda Bell recommended you very highly," she said
as she looked up.

Before she could say more, her eyes flicked over my
shoulder and she scrambled to her feet. "Good morning, Dr.
Rowley."

"Morning, Claire. I thought all the charts were
going to be in the new format by this morning."

The voice was a rich baritone, coming from somewhere
just behind me. I side-stepped out of the way of the door, rising
up straight and taking my cue from my new boss's sudden change of
demeanor.

I let out an audible gasp as I turned to take in the
man in the doorway. Dr. Rowley - and even if I had not heard him
called by name there was no question this was the man who ran this
wing of the hospital - was intimidatingly handsome. His dark hair
was cut short and his strong jaw was colored with just the hint of
stubble. A white lab coat hung perfectly over broad shoulders and
his eyes were a clear, hard blue as they flicked over to glance at
me.

"Oh, Dr. Rowley, this is Jane Lewis," the woman
introduced me, following the doctor's eyes. "She's been recommended
for a transfer here."

"Is that so?" He took me in with a slow, deliberate
survey that made me feel a little warm and light in the stomach. I
stood up even straighter, sticking my chest out in that
subconscious way you do when trying to make a good impression.

"I'm very glad to meet you, doctor," I said, getting
a very strange impulse to curtsy or something.

"Yes, well, we're always looking for good additions
to our staff," he said, his gaze resting on me. "You seem young,"
he observed.

I flushed. "Twenty-three," I said. "I just started
here in April."

He nodded. "Well, I'll take that as a good sign,
then. The good ones rise quickly, at least in an ideal world."

I nodded, unsure what to say. I was trying not to
look at the way his arm bulged out in that very casual way against
the sleeve of the lab coat and definitely trying not to think about
what it must feel like to have an arm like that around me. Was the
room getting smaller?

"Well, I'm sure Claire will get you up to speed -
just as soon as she finishes explaining to me why the chart
conversions I asked for two days ago still haven't been done."

I turned back to see the seriously blushing face of
my new boss. "I'm sorry, doctor. It must have slipped through. I'll
get two of the girls on it right away."

"My thanks," he said, turned, and stepped out of the
room.

I decided to stay pressed against the far wall as
the very flustered head nurse called in two nurses a bit older than
me and took them to task for the oversight.

After they had been dismissed, I tentatively moved
forward to resume my seat.

"Ah -" I started a little timidly, "are things
always so ... high stakes around here?"

She sat back in her chair with a sigh. "He'll keep
you on your toes," she said, "but no, he's really not bad. He's a
very reasonable man who is very good at what he does. I shouldn't
have let that slip through." She looked sourly at the desk. "And of
course he's only here Monday through Wednesday. The rest of the
week things move a bit slower."

"He only works three days a week?" I asked,
amazed.

"It's his special contract with the hospital. His
qualifications attract richer clients than most, so they built him
a research facility in the back half of the building. Didn't you
see it?"

I nodded. "It looked empty."

She shrugged. "And Lord knows what sort of research
goes on there. It's all confidential. I haven't even met his other
staff. It must have something to do with the government."

"The government?"

But she shook her head in a 'you didn't hear it from
me' sort of way. I reluctantly let it drop from the conversation,
but her insinuations and the prospect of a tantalizing secret had a
profound effect on me.

Beginning with some basic introductions to people
and procedures from Mrs. Reinhart, the head nurse, I began to
settle into the new practice. It took some adjustment from the sort
of chaotic internal medicine ward, but after the initial shock it
was refreshing to be in a place where just about everything was as
it should be, the people knew what they were doing, and things got
done right. Whatever else he might do, Dr. Rowley could run a tight
ship.

And getting to know Dr. Rowley was certainly one of
the more thrilling parts of the change. It turned out my first
experience with him wasn't representative at all. Most days he was
light, cheerful, and even had time to stop and give me pointers if
he saw me in the middle of a mistake. He had an easy competence to
him that made patients and employees alike trust they were in the
best possible hands. I quickly gleaned that he was known for a
slightly unorthodox style that had always kept him apart from the
medical establishment. If not for that, he would probably already
be at the level of director or even board member as young as he
was. He did things his own way - creative, insightful, and frowned
upon by his stuffy but intimidated bosses in hospital management -
but it wasn't for nothing that the rich and successful invariably
chose him and paid for the privilege when they needed an initial
medical opinion.

Working for him was exhilarating. He was the kind of
person whose compliments you would do anything to get, who could
make you feel warm and valued by someone who really mattered. It
was never easy, but it never occurred to me to be anything but
excited and grateful. Even if I was exhausted by a Friday night, I
could take comfort in the knowledge that any and all of my chipper,
stress-free friends would kill to get to work with someone like Dr.
Rowley.

And as he became a more and more important part of
my life - maybe a little more important than I should have let him
become - the more and more I needed to know about him. First and
last among my questions was what he did the rest of the week, when
he wasn't in the practice but instead at his research facility half
a building over.

I never saw staff coming or going from that locked
off area, or any other activity passing through the shared
entrance. I was torn between assuming it was something
breathtakingly exciting and important and being afraid that it was
somehow wrong and illegal. Dr. Rowley, for all his upstanding
qualities, was the kind of man to have a dark side. I could never
put my finger on it precisely, but there was a sense with him that
he could be dangerous, if he wanted to be.

I didn't even know what I wanted. Did I want my
fears assuaged, and discover that he was simply developing very
uncontroversial medical treatments? Or did I really want him to
have that dark side? Did I maybe want a glimpse of that hidden
layer, see it in action, become a part of it? Well what girl my age
really knows what she wants, anyways?

Regardless of the wisdom of doing so, I started
snooping around. It began as walking a casual loop of the facility
grounds during lunch break or lingering for a split second longer
than necessary near the open door of Dr. Rowley's office. In and of
themselves, they were completely innocuous. No one looking at me
would have thought I was doing anything other than getting a breath
of fresh air.

After a week or so of tentative probing, I began to
suspect a second entrance from the alley that ran behind the locked
wing. At first, that had felt like enough. I knew just enough of
the mystery to feel privy to something I wasn't supposed to be. I
knew enough to know they didn't want me to know more. Without him
ever knowing it, I shared a secret with Dr. Rowley that none of the
other nurses or high roller patients did. I knew about the hidden
entrance, even if I didn't know who used it or why.

But as it inevitably had to, the half-solved mystery
began to eat away at me. Knowing that little tidbit only made me
want to know more. Try as I might to fight it, eventually I was
going to have to try to get in there and have a peak at what was
going on.

It was mid-afternoon on a Thursday when I made that
first, fatal move. I took an especially late lunch, only a few
minutes before 3, when I assumed most people in the building would
be settled into their respective projects for the afternoon,
hopefully leaving hallways and common areas empty. I made my way
around to where I assumed the service entrance must be.

With a thrill of forbidden satisfaction, a small
ramp into a below ground parking garage lay exactly where I had
suspected it must be, disappearing into shadows below the steel and
concrete ground floor.

A gate blocked the ramp downwards, but it was meant
to stop cars, not people, and it was easy enough to duck beneath.
Several cars were parked in two rows in a small underground garage,
with a set of sliding glass doors visible at the other end.

I paused in front of the doors, eyeing a small
security pad. I had my hospital ID. Was there any chance it would
work? How sophisticated were the clearance levels in this
place?

I pulled it off my nurse's uniform and swiped it
through the little electronic device. With a beep and a quiet hiss,
the doors opened, bathing me in a rush of air-conditioning.

Inside was an empty room, furnished in the same
high-end, spotless fashion as Dr. Rowley's practice in the other
half of the building. A hallway led off to the right. I hovered on
the doorstep, too nervous to continue but too committed to go
back.

I looked around for some hint of what the facility
was for, but there was nothing to give it away. Just bare walls and
bare doors. I had come all this way. Who knew what might be just
out of sight?

I took a breath and stepped inside. Nothing
happened. No alarms went off, no security guards came running in. I
was almost disappointed.

Keeping my feet as quiet as possible, I turned down
the corridor on the right. Up ahead I saw a series of glass windows
looking into some sort of large room.

As I approached, more and more of the room became
visible. Several medical instruments were pushed back near the
windows, partially obscuring the view. The walls were painted in
that same crisp medical white as the rest of the building. A slight
beeping was coming from inside. I drew up against them and peered
in through the gap between two of the machines.

Stifling a gasp, I ducked below the bottom of the
glass and crouched there, my heart hammering in my chest. I had
seen movement. Someone was in there, being very still but whoever
it was had moved. I had seen someone sitting in a chair of some
sort.

Very, very slowly, I rose up to peek through the
bottom of the window. Recognition of what I was seeing worked its
way into my brain and again I had to stifle a gasp, although this
time I did not turn away.

There was a naked woman in the room. She was
beautiful, with sleek red hair and an elegant face.

She was also blind-folded and tied to her chair. Her
pale breasts gleamed in the overhead lights and her face and lips
were flushed. The straps were dark leather and held her in place at
the thigh, ankle, wrist, and throat. Her legs were held open, and I
could see what looked like a dildo in her pussy, and connected to a
wire that ran down the leg of the chair and across the floor to
somewhere out of sight. There were also wires attached to the strap
at her throat, leading to a machine that seemed to be reading her
pulse. That explained the beeping. Each little beep was accompanied
by a spike in a line on a small display. Her heartbeat was above
normal. She appeared nervous or excited.

I couldn't believe my eyes. I couldn't look away. My
mouth was hanging open as I stared. I should have run screaming
from the building, but instead I was transfixed, even rooted to the
spot. Something was about to happen, and without knowing how or
why, I desperately wanted to know what it would be.

Suddenly she seemed to tense and the beeps
announcing her heart rate to the empty room suddenly began to
hammer twice as fast.

Then I heard what she had heard. Footsteps! They
were coming from down the corridor, and they were moving towards
me!

Without thinking, I turned and ran back down the
hall, out the doors, and out through the parking area.

I didn't stop until I had circled around and made it
safely back to the front lobby of the building, and it took me much
longer than that to get calmed down.

What I had just seen was so far beyond anything I
had expected. The image was burned into my brain. Mercifully I only
had another couple hours of work before getting off for the day,
but I barely made it.

That evening my thoughts were consumed by the image
of that woman in the chair. What was she doing there? What was
about to happen to her? Why did I find the image so exciting,
instead of upsetting? Why had I been so ... turned on? Why was I
turned on now, thinking about it? Why did the vision of myself
strapped to that chair keep popping into my head, and why was that
image so … exciting?

After lying in bed for several long, sleepless hours
I gave in to the fantasies I had been denying I had. I fingered
myself, moaning desperately in the darkness as I imagined being the
woman in the chair, bound, helpless, the most sensitive, intimate
parts of me connected to machines. I could feel the leather around
my thighs and the tight constriction around my throat.

The orgasm that ripped through me was incredible.
The hot, forbidden ecstasy felt like I had been holding it in all
my life. For many long minutes I lay gasping in the dark room, warm
and confused and still helplessly turned on.

It was impossible to concentrate on work on Friday.
My mind kept wandering back to what could be happening - right that
very moment - only a few hundred yards away in a large white room
with windows in its walls. Every time I heard a set of footsteps I
was taken back to that moment of terror when I had almost been
found. What if someone found out? What if they already knew what I
had done, and were just waiting to decide what to do about me?

And yet, despite all the anxiety about what I had
done, every other part of me was simply waiting until I could do it
again. I had to know more of what was happening there. It felt like
something forbidden and powerful had been hidden just out of sight
all my life, something at the core of what I wanted or what I could
feel, and that research facility held the secret. Dr. Rowley held
the secret.

In the end, I couldn't even make it one day. As
things started to quiet down like a typical Friday afternoon, I saw
a window to slip away and took it. Before I could second-guess
myself I was already re-tracing my way back to the alley and its
second private entrance.

Again the parking area was empty and again the doors
opened to a swipe of my ID. My heart was pounding in my ears as I
retraced my steps down the hallway to the right, listening with
baited breath for the sound of footsteps.

Again I could see lights were on behind the glass
windows. As I drew closer I began to hear the steady, elevated
beeping from inside.

This was a different woman, with light blonde hair
and a long, slender frame. Her hands were clenched around the
arm-rests her wrists were bound to, and I could see her struggling
half-heartedly against the restraints. She was also moaning: long,
drawn out sounds of helpless pleasure or need, I couldn't tell. I
looked closer and realized that this woman too had a dildo in her,
and this time that dildo was turned on and vibrating lightly. How
long had she been like this?

"So, Nurse Lewis, you saw fit to join us this
afternoon."

I started violently and swung around, already
knowing who I was about to see. I knew his voice too well for there
to be any mistake.

"Dr. Rowley," I stammered. "I -"

His face did not betray anger, but a sternness that
sent a wave of hot dread through my body.

"I assume you know this area of the building is
off-limits to those without special clearance," he said.

"I - I got lost," I warbled, wanting to back away
from him but finding myself rooted to the spot. I was afraid and
yet ... finding myself alone with him was as thrilling as it ever
was. Why were men so sexy when they were angry? Why didn't my body
know well enough that this wasn't the time to be paying attention
to things like that?

"Why don't we step into my office," he suggested,
gesturing me farther down the hall.

"I ..." I began, thinking I could object but in the
end being unable to.

I walked in front of him through the hall, eyes
downcast, trying not to think of his gaze resting on my guilty
profile.

"Right in here, if you please, Ms. Lewis," he said
as I drew abreast of a closed door at the end of the hall.

He pushed it open and ushered me inside. It was a
large, sprawling office. He went over and took a seat behind a
large desk on the far side of the room. I stood in the center,
shifting nervously.

"So," he began. "You got a little curious."

"I -" I started again, but he held up a hand to
quiet me.

"You were here yesterday," he observed.

He said it too confidently for it to be an
accusation. It was simply a fact. My heart sank further.

"You must have found it very compelling, for you to
risk coming back like this. And so quickly, too."

 

"How did you know?" I asked in a very small
voice.

"You think a security system like ours doesn't
record who uses the doors? You always struck me as such a good,
nice girl. When our head of security called me, I assumed it must
have been a mistake. Either that or someone had stolen your ID. It
was pretty foolish to use your own, wasn't it?"

I let out a long, quavering breath. What was there
to say? I stared at the floor.

"So, what did you think?"

I looked up uncertainly. "What did I think?"

"Yes, about what you've seen. About our little
research project."

"I ... I don't really know," I stammered.

I saw a glint of amusement in his eyes. "It can all
be a bit confusing," he agreed. "But to come back so soon ... it's
hard not to think you had a very pressing reason."

I didn't answer. What could I say?

"Did you like what you saw here, Jane?" he
asked.

"Liked?"

"Did you touch yourself thinking about what you saw
here yesterday?"

"No, doctor," I denied, blushing furiously.

"Is that a lie?"

I squirmed against the truth that was already
obvious to both of us. "... Yes."

He nodded neutrally. "I see."

"It wasn't -"

He held up his hand to quiet me, and I lapsed into
silence with a certain degree of gratitude. I had no idea what to
say. I had no idea where this was going.

"I assume you have guessed what we do here," he
mused to himself.

"Um, not really, doctor."

"No?" He gestured back behind me in the direction we
had come. "It's nothing particularly ground-breaking, but people
tend to get irrational when they find out respectable medical
institutions fund studies of sexual behavior, particularly the
juicier parts of sexual behavior."

I nodded, not sure if this was supposed to be the
full answer. Why was the woman tied up? Why was she blindfolded? My
questions must have been plain on my face.

"Obviously this facility is a little more in depth
than basic sexual responses," he said. "It was frustratingly
difficult to find a place where I could really dig in to the taboo
parts of the human psyche. Bondage, orgasm deprivation, physical
discipline. Don't you agree those things deserve study? Why are
they so ... titillating? We have gone so long with so few
answers."

I shrugged almost imperceptibly, uncomfortable with
how close this conversation was to the thoughts that had been
roiling through my own head for the past 24 hours.

"For instance, some women are so drawn to the
prospect of structure and discipline that they will do bad things
knowing that they will probably be caught. The idea of what could
happen makes the prospect of misdeed more titillating, not
less."

I shook my head.

"In other words, Jane, I think you came here knowing
what would happen and wanting it to happen. Am I wrong?"

"I just ..." I couldn't think of what to tell him.
Maybe even I didn't know.

"You came here wanting to be caught," he told me.
"You came here wanting to be punished."

I stared at him.

" I know your body and mind better than you do, it
seems. Would you like me to show you?" he asked. It didn't feel
like the kind of question with multiple right answers.

"Alright, doctor," I said barely loud enough to be
heard. "Yes."

With slow deliberate movement, he stood up and
circled the desk. "What you did was very wrong," he told me. "I'm
going to show you that when you work for me, you get exactly what
you ask for, even if it's more than you can handle. That's the best
lesson I can give."

He gestured me to approach him, and I obeyed with
three faltering steps. I was now so very, very close to him. I had
never been this close.

"Have you ever been physically disciplined, Jane?"
he asked.

I shook my head. I was having a very hard time
getting my breath.

"The pain is really just a vehicle to accepting that
you are a bad girl, and that you must do better. Would you tell me
that, please? Tell me that you know you're a bad girl."

"I'm a bad girl."

"And you want to be better."

"And I want to be better."

"You want me to help you."

"I want you to help me."

"Ask me to punish you."

"P - Punish me, doctor." My voice was now nothing
but a whisper.

He moved beside me and put a hand against my back to
push me over until I threw out my hands to catch myself on his
desk. He held me bent over that way as his other hand pushed up my
skirt and tucked the cloth into the waistband.

I gasped as I felt his fingers push beneath the
elastic of my panties and slide them down my thighs. I sank onto my
elbows, closing my eyes against the embarrassment and forbidden
excitement of suddenly being half naked in front of the man I had
watched and admired secretly for so long.

I heard a scraping sound and looked back to see him
producing a long wooden yardstick from the desk.

"Count for me, Jane," he instructed.

I nodded, closing my eyes again as I waited for what
was about to happen.

With a whistle of air, the first contact exploded
hot and sharp in my flesh and in my brain. "Oh God!" I moaned,
trying to separate in my own mind the pain of the sting from the
hot flood of excitement that was even now still pouring through
me.

"I asked you to count," he rebuked.

"Sorry, doctor," I gasped. "One."

"Do you think one was enough?"

I swallowed, knowing the right answer. "No,
sir."

Another whistle of air and resounding thwack and
sharp, bright pain exploded in my mind again.

"Two," I gasped, managing to bite back the
exclamation of pain.

"Is that enough?" he asked.

"No, sir."

The pain built on itself: intense, multi-layered,
and at times all-consuming. Had I actually wanted this or did I
want desperately to get away? I couldn't think straight.

After each one he asked again.

"Twenty," I gasped.

There was a long pause. "I think that might be
enough for now," he mused to himself. "Do you think this might have
helped you not be such a bad girl?"

His hand was feeling my ass, probing at my
soreness.

I blinked water from my eyes. "Yes, sir," I
moaned.

"Are you sorry for what you did?"

"Yes, sir."

Suddenly I was being turned around and throw
backwards to sprawl across his desk. He was on top of me, his body
pressing down on me, his hand holding me down just an inch from
closing on my throat. "You never really wanted to make me angry,
did you?" he asked in a harsh, menacing voice.

"No, sir," I struggled to say.

His other hand was undoing the buttons of my
uniform. It slipped inside and pressed roughly against my
breast.

"No," he agreed, "I can tell."

I squirmed weakly against him, relishing the sense
of powerlessness rather than actually trying to escape or fight
against him. I could feel him against me. I could feel his groin
against my stomach. He was going to take me. God I was wet.

"Never, sir," I whispered.

His smile glinted in vindicated triumph. In one
rough movement he unsnapped my bra and pulled my blouse and bra
away and sent them fluttering out of sight across the room.

His hand went to his belt and then his cock was out
and against the quivering skin of my thigh. It was hard and thick
and hot, and his hand went down to open me for him. His fingers
dipped into me and felt my wetness.

His breath was warm and harsh against my throat.
With a slow, forceful movement, he pushed into me.

I gasped, stretching around his size. He felt
incredible inside of me.

He gathered a fistful of my hair in his hand and
held me down with his hand gripping down against my breast as he
started to drive into me.

"Oh God," I gasped. I felt him so deep in me. His
body weight pressed down as he controlled my position against the
desk.

All the emotional highs and lows of the past day and
the past hour solidified into the physical sensations of him
fucking me. Good Lord did I want this. I was so incredibly wet, and
it felt so good. My hands balled into fists as I reached out
towards the sides of the desk.

I could feel the orgasm coming. The rhythm built and
intensified and then broke over me like a wave. For a minute I was
suspended in blind physical delight. I could hear my own yells of
ecstasy bouncing back to me as if from a million miles away. My
body clenched gratefully around Dr. Rowley's cock driving into me,
again and again, deeper and deeper.

I had barely back on earth when I felt him pull me
up and flip me over. Apparently he had decided he would rather take
me from behind, and in another moment I was more than in favor of
the decision.

It was like he was driving into new parts of me,
parts I had never known existed, and soon I was approaching another
orgasm. I had never known sex could be like this.

His movements became more and more frenzied against
me. I could feel him getting close. The heavy, thick muscles of his
body strained against my own.

And then, with final, frenzied thrusts he came
inside me. The explosion was enough to push me over the edge and I
orgasmed around his spurting cock as he pumped me full of his come.
His elbow dug into my shoulder as he held me down and held himself
deep inside me.

Over the course of several long, desperate moments,
our breathing slowed. I laid my cheek against the cool, hard wood
of the desk. "Jesus," I moaned softly. I could feel his breath on
the back of my neck.

His hand stroked my cheek. "My curious little
nurse," he murmured. "What to do with you?"

I closed my eyes and savored the feeling of his body
against mine.

Slowly, he started to get up.

"You could do that to me again sometime," I
suggested, eyes still closed.

I heard him chuckle. "I was just thinking the same
thing myself. Maybe we can put a little window in your schedule so
next time you won't have to sneak away on your coffee break. Maybe
I'll even show you a little bit more about what we've learned
here."
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Transforming the Intern

Fresh out of college, Kelly
Munson has managed to land an internship at a prestigious
behavioral research institute. Resigned to making coffee and
working the copier, she's just thrilled to be in the same building
as the famous and handsome researcher Dr. James Vellano. Little
does she realize just how intimately his next project
will involve her. 



When a chance encounter catches his
eye, she
quickly becomes the center of his newest
project. His studies of sexual pleasure have led him to design a
program to create the ideal bimbo: voluptuous, horny, and
desperate to please. Now he has the perfect test
subject, and he's prepared to work intimately and untiringly with
her until he has shaped her into his perfect
sexual plaything, though of course he'll be willing to
share.






Preview

I lived in a rhythmic haze, at times completely
caught up in the changes I was experiencing and at other times
regaining enough of a clear head to understand what was happening.
Gradually I began to recognize that this wasn't about unleashing
some empowering sense of sexuality. It was about making me into the
perfect bimbo, a little sex kitten dwelling in the world of sensual
pleasure. At first the thought alarmed me, but as the treatments
went on, the more the thought excited me. I began to consciously
work towards the little things that might please Dr. Vellano and
bring me in line with what he wanted me to be. I awaited new
measurements with breathless excitement. When my first reaction to
any request wasn't immediate and eager obedience, I stumbled over
myself to apologize and beg his forgiveness.

I was starting to have trouble with complicated
ideas, and even that I began to appreciate. The complicated ideas
were all just distractions anyways. The simple things were the
important things. Pleasure. Obedience. Keeping myself sexy and
available. When anything that didn't have to do with those things
came up, men like Dr. Vellano were happy to worry about them for me
in exchange for a little of those things that I did understand.

But best of all was the effect my changes had on
them. That was where I took my greatest satisfaction. When I had
first wandered in through their doors they had looked on me like a
nice piece of clay, something they could do something with but not
terribly interesting in my own right. But now I often saw their
admiring glances. I saw the way they responded to my body and the
little things I did to please them.

It was Dr. Vellano in particular that I focused on.
I knew he wanted me, and that he was only managing to restrain
himself because he didn't want to interfere with the experiment in
its early stages. But I didn't care about the experiment. I cared
about him, and I knew I could make him happy if he let me.

So I became a bit of a bad girl. I watched for the
little things I did that most affected him and did them at every
opportunity. I came and sat on his lap whenever he was too
distracted to immediately shoo me away. Once or twice I managed to
brush his groin with a thigh or a hand and could tell I made him
hard. He had created his perfect sex toy and now I took it upon
myself to be sure he got to play with me before his sense of
responsibility left us both unhappy.






Continued…

To read this story in its entirety, find it
available now at your online bookstore of choice.
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Double Session at the Fertility Clinic

Lilly Marone has been
married a year with nothing to show for it. When she goes to a
fertility clinic for answers, the handsome, young doctor is more
than happy to take a look. But when his hands-on
examination shows she is a healthy, fertile young
woman, he and
his colleague don't hesitate to show her what real men can put
in her body.
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The Doctor Takes Advantage

When curious
but inexperienced Casey Atkins gets caught touching herself by her
father, she
might just die of embarrassment, but that's only the beginning.
Worried that his daughter has developed unhealthy sexual urges
while away at college, he makes her an appointment with Dr.
Clayton. It only takes the handsome young
doctor one
look to recognize what it is that Casey really needs ... and how to
get what he wants at the same time.
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Bimbo Side Effects

Between a tough job and
tougher grad school classes, Vanessa Worthing is being
stretched to the limit. What she really
needs is something to help her let go and
unwind, and her doctor has just the stress
relief medication. Its only drawback is a certain rare side effect
in individuals with a lot of latent sexual
tension, though Vanessa is quick to deny
to her
handsome young doctor that this could be a concern
for her. 


But when he issues her the drug and
keeps her in his exam room for monitoring, the truth is bound to be
unleashed before long. 









Once again, thank you for reading.

Any and all feedback is greatly appreciated,
either in the form of an online review or by emailing me at
jessicawhitethread@theredspotpress.com.
The satisfaction of readers like you is what I'm all about, and
only you can tell me if I'm getting it right!

You can also keep up with me at www.theredspotpress.com/jessicawhitethread/
or by joining my mailing
list. I'll let you know about new releases and your
information will never ever ever be given out to a third party.






Click here to view the rest of my catalog.
Have a wonderful day.
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